MY DIARY                                       227
>ur Emperors either won, or died fighting in our midst. .Ie has flown, has left his country and will never come back.5 [ gave him an assurance that he certainly would never
return."
I for my part then drew a sketch of the route which I took through Italian East Africa. He looked at it carefully, took several puffs at his cigar, and then said, in a half-amused, half-rueful way : " Then you have seen more than I.**
THE FLYING VOLCANO
Arithmetic is not my strong point, and for that reason I let others shoulder the mathematical problem of reckoning how many miles I covered in Italian East Africa. The answer given was 6250 miles, that is not counting the journey from Berlin to Rome and Massaua and back. How was that possible in a few months ?
The answer to this was given to me by the Head of the Press Bureau in Addis Abeba, at the time when I was there* He had not counted the miles I had done up to then, but he could appreciate the rate at which I was travelling. And as Abyssinia happens to be a land of volcanoes, and as I often used an aeroplane as an auxiliary means of travel, they drew these two extremes together, put me between them, and dubbed me * The Flying Volcano/
Admittedly, I covered many hundred miles by air, a fact which I do not in the least regret, since only by this means can one gain a proper impression of the monumental massive-ness of certain stretches of country. One can only really see them, and be master of them, if one is above them and flying over them. But where it was a case of inspecting work and studying phases of development, and when it was up to me to take time over seeing things, I had aU engines, including my own, reduce their revolutions, and I went slow.
If I were to be asked to state objectively what form of travel I considered the most practical in Italian East Africa, I should answer that anyone who desired to travel properly, and obtain a complete picture of the country, cannot confine